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Colours 


Author's Notes: 
| guess | am most creative during the night, so here is something else. Enjoy! 


A quick glance at the watch at my wrist makes my stomach clench with an uneasy feeling. 


| should already be at the office and work on my stuff, but of course my car did not work and my attempts 
to change that were without success, so | had to run to the bus station 


The bus was full of people and | hardly got inside it. 
It was loud and sticky, so | got out at the next stop, | can't stand being surrounded by that much people. 


It makes my world more grey and black. 
| always wonder what colours are like and | just can't find an explanation. 


The only colours | know are black, grey and white. 


White is my favourite because its bright and inviting, not dark and dreary. Sue me if you want. 
Now I'm running through the city and try to be at least just one hour late and not one and a half. 


As | hurry through the mall area it gets more crowded and | grab my bag tighter. 
A lot people get their stuff stolen by pickpockets and honestly, | don't want to be one of them. 


In the moment | take another look at my watch, someone bumps in me and | feel myself hitting the ground 
"Sorry man, are you okay? | didn't see you", a voice says. 
| look up and see a man kneeling beside me. 


He is tall, even when he is kneeling and one of his big hands reach to tuck a few strands of his full hair behind 


his ears. 

| realize he is waiting for an answer and | stare at him like he is a fucking alien 
Blushing, | get up from my stomach and grab my bag. 

"Yes, I'm okay. | was in thoughts too. l'm David by the way." 


He smiles at me and | can't get over the thought that he is gorgeous, how his smile twists in a sneer and his 


eyes narrow. 
I'm Dave", answers he and gets up to his feet. "Wanna stay there for all eternity?" 

He's offering me a hand to help me get up. 

In the second | take his hand, something changes in me and my eyes begin to sting painfully, so | press them 
closed. My ears are ringing and | barely hear Dave's voice asking me if I'm alright. 

| can't answer him and try to cover both my ears and eyes. 

Just in this moment the pain stops. 

Carefully | open my eyes and freeze immediately. 

| look right in eyes, which have to be gold, a colour | have heard of so many times. 


Dave's skin is so bright, it's almost white and his hair is looking like it's on fire. 


| try to touch it, to feel if it's hot, but | can't because Dave is holding my wrists and is looking at me in a 


strange way. 

"Sure you're fine? You look like you've seen a ghost.” 

The redhead looks honestly worried and | can't help but stare again, he is just so beautiful. 
"Do... Do you see it too?" My voice is just a whisper but Dave hears it. 

He looks confused around and frowns. 


"What are you talking about?" 


What are you talking about? 
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"What do you mean with that? Don't you see it?", asked David, now equally confused. 


‘| meant what | fuckin’ said David, | don't know what you're talking about", says Dave and his lips twist in a 


snarl. 
David blinks and pinch the skin on his arm to make sure that he's not dreaming. 


No, he's not dreaming, the colours are still there and they're still as overwhelming as they were the first 


seconds he saw them 
Now he's getting annoyed by the other man. "The colours of course!" 

The redhead watches him with an angry lock in his golden eyes. "What fuckin’ colours?! 
David shakes his head. This can't be. 


He had heard stories about this, people whose soulmates have other soulmates or people who don't want to 


accept the soulmate bound, so its an unrequited affection. 


The bad feeling in the pit of the brunetts stomach gets stronger every second and he is realizing that Dave is 
making an attempt to let go of his wrists. 


Tears begin to sting in the corners of his eyes but he tries to hold them back and looks at the still scowling 
redhead. 


| mean the colours | see since | touched you", he whispers and blinks the tears in his eyes away. 


Dave's face falls and he's letting go David's wrists immediately, a strange, almost frightened look in his eyes, as 
he steps back. 


As soon as Dave's skin isn't touching David's anymore, the brunetts sight fades back to black, grey and white. 


"No! No, please", David begs and tries to touch the redheads hands again, but the taller man just backs off 


more, looking like a deer in a headlight. 


The brunett sobs and a tear runs down his face. "Please Dave! What did | do? Why are you keeping distance to 


me?" 
Dave opens his mouth but no words escape his throat. He tries again and this time it works. 


"| don't see the colours David. | don't see them and | don't want to see them, okay? So please, will you just let 


me alone and go to your work or whatever you were doing before | ran into you, will you?" 
He scowls at David and turns his back to the smaller man, ready to walk away. 

"No, please don't go! Dave!" 

The redhead stops after a few steps, but doesn't turn around. "What?" 


"Will you give me at least your phone number or your address?", says David and tries to sound stronger than 
he is at the moment. 


"No." With this words Dave starts walking again and David's gaze follows him until he can't see Dave anymore, 


until he is swallowed by the black and white crowd. 


David feels the tears now fall free from his eyes, there is no need to hold them back anymore. 


Hurt 
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The incident - this is what David choose to call it - was I2 days ago, but the young man still hasn't processed 
what had happened. 


He had met his soulmate, but said person pushed him away and told him he didn't felt and saw the same 
things as David. 


As he finally arrived at his office, the tears had stopped but he still felt the rejection and the hurt of it. A 
few people had looked a little bit longer at him as they would do usually, but except for Marty nobody asked 


him what was wrong. 


David sighed. He could exactly remember how worried Marty was when he saw the brunets red raw eyes and 
his sad face. 


David had told Marty about everything: How he met Dave - even thinking of him hurts -, how he found out 


they are soulmates and how Dave had rejected him. 
He even tried to describe the colours, but he couldn't find the words for it, so he remained silent. 


But Marty understood. He had met his soulmate one time about fifteen years ago, just when they were kids, 


but he never met her again 


David was glad to have a friend like Marty, a friend who would listen to him no matter what it was and give 


him advice and support. 


When he met the small curly-haired man he knew they would get along very well. Over the years they 
became best friends which shared everything, even an apartment for a short time. 


Marty listened to him and while David talked and the tears began to spill again, his face darkened after every 
word. When the brunet finished he looked ready to kill Dave. 


"He doesn't deserve you! Asshole! And you should be the perfect soulmates?", spat Marty. "Look what he has 
done to you! | know how you're feelin’ right now and it hurts to see you like this! You deserve a soulmate who 


accepts you and loves you, not this fucking idiot!" 


David felt a little bit better after Martys rant and he smiled at him through the tears. 


This was |2 days ago and David desperately tries to banish every thought of Dave from his mind, with 


success until now. 


At lunch break he and Marty decide to go to the starbucks a few streets away and get themselves a big 
pumpkin spice latte. 


He should have known it. Just as he put a foot in the starbucks he knows something is different, especially as 
his sight starts flickering. 


David turns to Marty to ask him if he feels different too as he sees him. 
Standing just about three meters in front of him, in a heated argument with a blonde woman, is Dave. 
Like he is sensing Davids presence he turns and looks him straight in the eyes, his mouth twisted in a sneer. 


Davids shoulders slump forward, he didn't know how much he hoped to see the man who had hurt him at they 


first meeting, his soulmate, again. 


A little smile appears on Davids lips but at the same moment he fears the other man would walk away like the 
last time. 


Shy and slowly he takes a step in Daves direction, completely ignoring Martys confused questions whether he's 
okay. 


At the moment David takes the step forward, the redhead turns to the blonde woman besides him and kisses 


her. 


Did you know? 
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David can't do more than stare at Dave while he kisses the woman. Cold is settling in his stomach and he feels 


like throwing up. 
"Hey David, you okay?" Marty asks with concern written all over his face. 


Unable to look away from Dave and the woman he shakes his head. "No, l'm not okay.” 


Marty gaze follows Davids and stops at the redhead, which decides to break his kiss with the blonde girl at 


exact this moment. 


The brunet man can feel his heart beat faster as Dave looks him straight in the eye but at the same time he 
feels anger welling up. Who does Dave think he is to kiss this girl in front of him, his soulmate? What gives 
him the right to reject their bond? Why isn't he accepting the whole soulmate thing? 


His thoughts are abruptly interrupted by Martys voice. "David!" 


Tearing his gaze away from Dave he turns to his friend. "What? What's wrong?" 
"Please stop looking at this guy like you want to kill him, will you? People are starting to give us weird looks." 


The curly-haired man almost whispers in his ear. 


"He's my soulmate." With this words the sick feeling in his stomach disappears completely and more anger 


takes his place. 


Determined he starts walking towards Dave and shakes off Martys hand trying to take a hold of his arm. A 
look at the number of people in the queue before Dave relieves him, they will give him more time to talk to 
his soulmate without getting interrupted by the barista 

After a few steps he stands right before Dave and the blonde woman and suddenly he isn't feeling very 


confrontational anymore. 
"Hey Dave", he starts. "Can | talk to you?" After a glance to the girl he adds: "Alone?" 


"Who are you? Dave do you know him?" The girl looks to Dave as if he is cheating on her and she caught 


them making out. 


"Yes | know him Pam, he was the reason | was late for our date almost two weeks ago. | told you | ran into 


some guy, you remember?" The redheads voice is calm but a litle bit tense and that sneer is on his full lips 


again. 
"Oh sure babe, | just didn't expect him to be... like this." She eyes him up and David feels his anger rising again 


"So what did you expect? What did he tell you about me?" He clenches his fists until his knuckles turn white 
and his heart is beating faster. He quickly shoots a glance to Marty who is still standing at their place in the 
queue and is looking worried to David. Then he turns his attention to the couple standing in front of him. 


He expected the woman - Pam - to answer his questions but it's Dave. "| told her | ran into you and you fell, 
so | helped you up and we talked a bit. Thats it” An almost pleading expression flits across his face but David 
ignores it. So Dave didn't tell his girlfriend or whatever about their soulmate bond. Suddenly David feels strong. 
He don't want to hurt Dave in any way but the bigger part of his mind screams at him to tell her and he 


can't resist. 
"So you know we're soulmates, don't you?", he asks with an innocent tone and a little smile in their direction 


Her mouth opens and closes without a word and she looks at Dave with hurt written all over her pretty face. 
"No... No | didn't know." She manages to say and David feels almost guilty to throw it into her face like this but 


just almost. 


"Now that you know that, would you please give us a few minutes?" He smiles softly at her and she nods and 
moves a few steps away. 


As soon as she moves David let his gaze wander above Dave and again he has to admit that Dave is just 
beautiful. Daves angry voice pushes him back to reality. 


"Why did you tell her? She wasn't supposed to know that!" 


"To know what? That we're soulmates? If she means anything to you, she deserves to know that and you know 


it." 


"But | didn't want her to! | don't want to be your soulmate, | love her and I'm definitely not gay!" He spat and 
was nearly shouting at this point. Looking around he lowered his voice to a whisper. "I don't have feelings for 
you and | just want you to know that I'm not gonna break up with Pam or even start a relationship with you. | 


just don't want anything to do with you." 


"Sure, whatever you say. Every Thursday | spend my lunch break here so if you changed your mind and 
decided not to be an asshole anymore you can meet me and talk to me." His chest ached at Daves words but 
he manages to keep his face blank and his voice cold. 


Dave looked like he was about to say something but he got interrupted by the baristas friendly question what 


he wanted to order. 


David flashes the redhead a short cold smile. "Goodbye Dave. See you." He turns around and walks back to 
Marty who looks like he's about to explode. 


"I tell you later, let us just leave", David cuts him off and grabs the smaller mans arm, his insides churning 


and his mind screaming to go back to Dave. 
Marty simply nods, a sympathetic expression on his face. "Gonna see him again?" 


David sighs. "| don't know. | don't even know whether | want to see him again or not. | just don't know." 


The Talk 


Author's Notes: 

This took me forever, | hope | still have some readers for this story. This will be one of the last chapters for 
this story and it’s pretty sad. | listened to "Fade to Black" by Metallica and "Snuff" by Slipknot on repeat so if 
you want a soundtrack to this chapter here it is. Enjoy reading! :) 


I's a cold and windy day, perfect for a hot coffee. 


David is shaking as he steps through the door in the little starbucks. He sighs loud at the comfortable warmth 
in the coffee shop and makes his way to the counter. 


Today he's alone here to spend his lunch time because Marty had to finish a presentation for a meeting later. 


Maybe he should get him coffee too? What about something with chocolate or cream or.. 

His thoughts are interrupted by the baristas monotone voice. "Welcome to Starbucks. What do you want to 
order?" She's looking tired and a little bit annoyed, so David decides not to make this longer than necessary. 
‘One big mocha coffee to go please." He smiles softly and waits as she makes his drink. Something feels off, 
but the brunet just can't name it. 


It's a feeling in his gut but not just that, his head aches a bit and his eyes are a little watery. 
David shakes his head; it's probably just the weather. 


While he's waiting, he looks around in the little shop and is surprised there are only so few people. A lot of 
them he knows, because they are regulars too, like him and Marty. 
Only a tall guy with his back to him who is sitting a few tables away and a young girl with a laptop and a black 


beanie are unknown to him. 


After the barista gives him his mocha he pays her and makes his way back to the door. With a quick look to 
the outside he pulls his scarf tighter. I's now nearly storming outside and just as he wants to step through 
the door a sharp pain shoots through his head. 


"David." 


He presses his eyes closed. He knows that voice. Of course he knows it. Dave. But why is he here? To mock 
him once more or to tell him that he and that blonde girl - Pam was her name- are still together? With that 


he opens his eyes and turns around. 


In the moment he turns around his eyes start to water again and his fists are closing themselves without his 


permission. 


Dave is surprisingly near to him, if David would raise his hand he could touch his soulmate. He can see the 
little scruff on Daves face, like he hasn't shaved himself this morning and the curly mane of the taller man is 


a mess, thanks to the wind. He is stunning and all David can think about is touching him. Now. 


David shakes his head and the ache in his temples increases. "Did you made up your mind about talking with 


me", is all he manages to say. 


Daves voice is deep and gruff as he answers. "Yeah, | did." He gestures to a small table in the back of the 
coffee shop. "You want to sit down?" 


"Sure." David takes a last look at Dave before he turns around and takes a seat at the table. 
The other man seats himself on the second chair and runs his right hand through his hair. 
David clears his throat. "Why are you here?" 


Dave's gaze meets his. "I wanted to talk to you last few weeks but you never were alone, so | waited. You 
know, Pam broke up with me, just after you and your friend left the starbucks the last time." David can't help 
to feel satisfied at that, even when he knows it's wrong. "And | wanted to apologize to you. It was a dick move 
to kiss her like that in front of you and | know | should have told her, but | couldn't" His voice breaks at the 
end of the sentence and David immediately reaches out and takes hold of one of Daves hand. 


Suddenly the colours are back and its not nearly as painful as last time. 


He knows he crossed a line a second before Dave flinches and shoots him a glare. Surprisingly he doesn’t pull 
his hand away but slightly squeezes Davids hand. 
"Y'know, | saw the colours before you." Dave clears his throat. "I mean | had a soulmate a long time ago." David 


inhales loudly. It's not common for people to have two soulmates. 


He realises Dave waits for a reaction from him, but all he does is to give Dave a little reassuring smile and a 


nod. 


"He was a musician, just like me and we played in the same band when we were around twenty. He was a 
genius, one of the best players | have ever seen. | admired him. One day we were jamming together in his 
garage when | accidentally touched his naked arm and | felt something like a spark. He felt it to and as | 
touched him again - longer this time - we both saw the colours. You know, | always liked him a lot, but | 
thought the chance he would really be my soulmate was non-existent. Turned out it wasn't and we were 
bonded, it was really one of the best days of my life." Dave laughs quietly and tries to hide his face behind his 


now flaming read hair, but David can see his glassy eyes and quivering lips. 


"I can imagine it was great.” The brunet smiles a sad little smile and gently cups the redheads face with his 


free hand. "He sounds like a amazing guy.’ 


"He was." Is all Dave manages to say before a sob wrecks his body and tears start to stream down his cheeks. 
"We were on our way to a show we wanted to see. It was our first real date und we were both so excited. | 
couldn't stop talking and laughing and he was just as happy as | was." Dave pauses again to wipe away some 
tears. "| was riding shotgun and he was driving. We were almost there, just about five miles out of the town 
when we got hit by a truck. He came out of nowhere, and he crashed with full force into the left side of the 
car, right into him. He was dead right on the impact." Dave trembles, the memories of that day rushing back 
to him. 

He is interrupted by Davids soft voice. "Dave, I'm so, so sorry for your loss. | can't imagine what it must feel 
like." He can feel tears spring to his own eyes and all he wants to do is to hug Dave and makes sure he never 
gets hurt that way again. The redhead sniffs and wipes again some tears. "His name was Cliff. I'm sure he 
would have liked you. You kinda remind me of him. You have the same kind eyes and you both are my 
soulmates." 

David nods. "I'm sure we would have gotten along." 

Then he freezes. sWait.. This was the first time you said | am your soulmate. Does that mean you don't reject 
me anymore?" He can't help but feel hope bloom in his chest. He wants to share a special bond with Dave, to 
make him smile again, to share everything with him that Dave couldn't share with Cliff because it was taken 


from him. He wants Dave to be whole again. 


Dave leans a bit more in the hand which is still resting on his cheek. "No, | don't reject you anymore. l'm just 


so afraid that everyone | love will leave me, just like him." 


David leans closer to Dave, so close he can see the tiny freckles around Daves nose and the little green dots in 
his gold eyes. He smiles, this time not sad, but glad. 

Dave looks back in Davids eyes and he doesn't look as lost and sad as he did before. Carefully David leans 
another tiny bit forward, his lips almost touching Daves. He can feel the other man breathing shakily against 
his lips and sees the gold eyes sliding shut as he whispers: "I don't plan on leaving you, Dave, | have just found 


you. 


